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he ought to be quiet. He will never show off when I want him. Sometimes he goes at a pace which surprises me. Sometimes, when I most wish him to make the running, the brute turns restive. I am obliged to let him take his own time.
"That right line T is the very shortest, simplest, and most straightforward means of communication between us, and stands for what it is worth, and no more. Sometimes authors say, 'The present writer has often remarked*; or, 'The undersigned has observed'; or, 'Mr. Roundabout presents his compliments to the gentle reader, and begs to state, etc.'; but 'I* is better and straighter than all these grimaces of modesty; and although these are Roundabout Papers, and may wander goodness knows whither, I shall ask leave to maintain the upright and simple perpendicular.''
He is equally interesting when he discourses of the Cornhill Magazine, or of domestic servants, or of the New York journalism of the day, or of Christmas and pantomimes, or of the stealing of pears from the trees in his garden, or of workhouses, or avarice, or of his boyhood, or of the marriage of the Prince and Princess of Wales, or of the thorns in an editorial chair, or of pictures seen during his "week's holiday," or of the famous "Desseins" (where he makes Sterne, Monk Eustace of St. Peter's, and Beau Brummel, converse), or of brave soldiers; but he is at his best when he may write of great litterateurs (whether contemporary or not), of Dumas (his favourite author, mentioned with admiration and reverence a dozen times), of Scott, of Madame D'Arblay, of Washington Irving, and of Macaulay.
The Christmas number [1863] contained the custom-